192             AFTER    THESE     MANY    QUESTS
When we came to the sheltered Cervaro bend, where a military policeman usually stood, we stopped and took counsel. Caution dictated that we should turn right as usual and climb up to Polish Corps headquarters for final confirmation. Strange to think now that our lives might have hung on that decision. Philip Ure, with two companions—Roderick Macdonald, an enterprising, light-hearted Australian writing for the News Chronicle, and Cyril Bewley, a plump and good-natured north-countryman on the Kerns-ley group—arrived at the same point shortly after us. They found that the traffic, instead of swinging right for safety, was rolling straight on. Concluding that it was now safe to drive into Cassino, along that exposed stretch of road hitherto commanded by the Germans on Monastery Hill, they went on.
It seemed the right decision, and had we noticed that the traffic was going on, we should undoubtedly have done the same. Unhappily, it ended in tragedy. In Cassino all seemed quiet. A Guards officer, now walking about freely among the rubble, began to take the three on a conducted tour of the former British front-line positions. Philip Ure, somehow, got separated from the others at a moment when, unexpectedly, the retiring Germans began to lob mortar bombs into Cassino. Macdonald and Bewley ran for cover, and, unluckily crossing a British minefield, were instantly killed. It was the greatest sorrow of the campaign to lose two such endearing companions and first-class reporters.
We who had taken the Cervaro turning did not hear of their deaths for some hours. On our arrival at the congeries of hillside shelters and dug-outs which comprised Polish headquarters, we found that other correspondents had had the same idea. Americans had flocked over from the Fifth Army, comprising, with the British, a mob of about twenty who clamoured for a guide to take us to the monastery.
Public Relations officers, intelligence officers and staff officers were .unitedly of opinion that it was still too dangerous to attempt the climb over uncharted mountain battlefields. Personally I was willing to be convinced by their arguments, but some of iny colleagues, newer to the game, were more obstinate. A message by carrier pigeon had beenwas piled hig
